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LAUREL. DISPUTE 


— 


OR, THE 


AND a. 
OBERT FERGUSON CONTRASTED; 


IN TWO POETICAL ESSAYS, 


in the Pantheon at Edinburgh, on Thurſday April 14th 2797, 


On the Queſtion, 
. > ee have the Exertions of. Allan Rae or ' Robert 
BS * Ferguſon done more Honour 10 Scotch Poetry . 


. 


BY E. PICKEN, AND A. WILSON 


To meritr's brow this garland gives the Muſe, 
For who to Merit would a wreath ceny ? 
Tho? daſe neglect the due deferts refuſe, - 


Fatr Fame fordids the Poet's name to die. 


EDINBURGH : 


*. 


Printed for A. Goruzr, No. 25. South Bridge-Street. 


1 7 9 1. * 1 
\ 


1 
* 


4 
Sor 1 


13 


* 


3 FO 2 


a 
A 


1 


* | 
i 
f 
* 
ſr 
+ 
* * 
- 
. 
es Of, 


4 


a} 


* Mw R LW) ö 15 
2%. 9 5 » 4 r * 7 - on IS} . m4 
r 8 - e Ds : ANY 4 
8 * 2 C1 _ ; * Rs 
— - 4 * ** 
5 * 8 a Ra 1 2 
er I E- pi 2 0 ” A 
1 * wy Reet 8 
* * * K * . * # * 
ry o o * * ws 8 
4 x * 
i; # z * v 
* 
12 
— — * 
. 1 
* * * * 
. ab 3 5 
L. 
* y; 4 
* 
1 
* i * 
* t 
* % * p 1 
P o 
; (+3 . 7 
* * . 
* 2 * 
- 
« 4 
- = Fa 
a Fans * % a 
8 2 2 4 ' * * * 
% 2 : ; 
* 
% . 6. 
1 
* 4 # 
hl 
ö 10 * 
5 £ . 
4 N & 
z * 
— 
— 
UI L 1 
* « 
= $ 4 
» 0 * ” 
— 1 5 7 1 
„ 54 : 
* . 4 4 l , R 4 _— IS £ * 4 1 : 
— 
. 
- 
** * 
4, 5 5 + 
; I » 
> - a by 1 - 
POEM 1 ; 5 
N o 
> ol — © *** 1 4 * 
P * 4 * 
* * * , % * 
» *- * « 
* of} . 


— . —˙·— » ˙ . In OL IRE om Seen tn 


5 T g 
+ q | 4 A 
„ A * n . * 3 „ 14 * 
. o » ts * 
\ 4 Fa! TT * 1 
= 
% As S. 4 hy 


Nor the red thund 
Whether he lead his legions to the fraß 
In glittering arms, or, on the bellowirig main, 
Terrifie, bears the enſigns of his power. 
1 ſing ; nor happy peace, with opiate balm - 
That heals the wound of diſcord; nor that 


. 


Nor beauty, that, with dear, del uding charm, 

;—but that tongue 

Whoſe every note was melody ; inform d : 
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(% 0 
By Heav'n with all the powers of ſong ; 5 =Y 
. + ſounds | / 
"og As vibrate on the heart, and wake to ite 
; Each tender feeling. Every flower be mine, | 
To deck the ſod that wraps his hallow'd mould; 
And, hap'ly, while a friend's officious hand 
Performs the humble rite, Memory, beet 
a 
Tenacious of his fame, may recognize 
Ramſay, the maſter of the Scottiſh LYTS, . \ 
And raiſe ſome worthier trophy to his name. 
Bolt as from Heay'n the dew of ↄrient morn 
Falls on the lap of May : Sweet as the breath 
Of ſome kind abe that has brulh's the 


[1 


* 
* 
* 


bleme to brim An 
Of Summer's fairy train; ſo on b 5 
Ye Muſes ! let your influence eee 


qt 
9 


y Long had the 4 Seen uk . | | 
| ſtrung ; ſn | | £1 2 
The ruſtic beauty, fair as bed leaf ; 


And laughing Summer, that with laviſh hand 
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In Flora's train, and ſoft and innocent HY 
As is the lamb that on the 
Friſks playful, from the udder yet unweat 43 
Long, long had tripp'd the dewy green un 
Yet not leſs fair, leſs lovely. Fancy, fir'd- 
With innocence and virtue, did not warm 
The breaſt of genius. Bl 
Like ſome ſweet fairy bloom, that in a wild 
Blows unadmir'd, unſeen, liv'd not in ſong. 


The Spring that with her fingers dropping 


> 


Lur'd from its parent root the infant blade, 
Strew'd annual bloſſoms on the hill and dale, 
And Autumn teeming with unbounded joy, - 
Showr'd down their bleſſings on unconſcious 


. 
* ” * 


0 . 


hes 


That rais d no ſong of honeſt gratitude 


To tell their ſenſe of nature's general joy. 


my 
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(8) 1 
Then gloom inveſted the poetic *. n! 
And all its wide horizon lay in ſhade, "82 
Till Ramſay, dawning like the ſtar of morti, | 
In orient brilliance o'er his natal Hlains 
Shed the fair luſtre of — Wy N 
1 $f 
E. er yet his An 8 touch d the AG. 
Or prov'd the pow'r of harmony, kind. Hea- 
en oh : PE I | 
Saw the young bud of genius burſting forth, | 
And fmil'd indulgence. - Soon ou woods and 
plains rigs 
Retain'd the rural lay, and echo learn d 
The ſong. The blue-ey'd Naiads of the 400 
At ſetting ſummer eve were heard to ſing 
The Scottiſh ſonnet; while the woodland 
nymph, 3 
With treſſes waving in the Gi 3 {mg 
Chanted the ballad as ſhe {kiff'd along. 


Fame "ERA FOES with a Mic bouyh 
Deſcends, and, with the glowing charm of ſong, 


(9) | 
Faſhions a wreath ; the Muſes ſmile applauſe ; 
And, while the, doubtful of the worchieſt head, 
Suſpends the charm in view, Ramſay, enrapt 
In all the flame of warm enthuſiaſm, 


O'ertop'd the throng, and from her willing 


hand | 
Snatch'd down the waving honour, * 
grinn'd 
To ſee young Genius bind it on kis brow ; j 
And Malice, ſwelling as he mov'd along, 
Ey'd him aſkance, and look d malicious hate, 


The charms of nature fir'd the immortal 


bard; 
'The charms of friendſhip, as the charms of 
love. | 
Unlike the ſoul, immers'd in ſordid views, 
That hunts deluſive gain : him, nor the nn, 
Of jocund dawn can rouſe to happineſs 
Of kind domeſtic bliſs; nor evening mild, 0 
In bland allurement rock into a dream 
Of pleaſure, Ramſay! thou waſt form d 


1 
* 


— 
— 


With every finer feeling of the ſoul, 


Which, in the varied ſcenes by Fancy drawn, 


Could taſte meli fluous joy, that pronapty the 
(long 

Of tenderneſs, and, in congenial minds, 
Lights all the ſoft emotions into life. 


Hail, winding Fortha by oy verdan 
banks 
Oft ſtray'd the laughing a Bard 5 


And, while the breezes curl'd thy amber waves, 


Amuſive, on ſome flow'ry hilloc gay, 
With daiſies overgrown, he'd fit him down 


And ſing. Ye Muſes! tell your poet's worth. 


The power to pleaſe was his, His the ſoft . 


note 

That won the heart, and ſtole upon the ſenſe: 
His ſtyle ſeem'd ay the language of the heart ; 
Not the forc'd ſwell of florid bombaſt art, 
From rock to rock, that, like a cataract's fall, 
Daſhes unruly. His a milder ftrain ; 


oe ifs > od I: A 
8 . 


* 


bets 


)ͤͤͤ — 
15 Simple and elegant ; ſmooth as the ſtream | 
| © That thro' the valley winds its eaſy way. : 
Yet not devoid of wit—that, like the gem, 
Could cut or ſparkle as its author will'd ; 
Nor humour, that with gay reſiſtleſs ſmile, 
Curl'd the features and unbent the brow 
Of melancholy ; nor that flowing eaſe, 
That led the willing numbers ſmoothly on, 


Eager the Muſe for Caledonia's fame, 

- Bleſt fair Edina with à later bard; 
He, with the charms of a young riſing plant, 
In the gay morn that nods its head in dew, 
Roſe lovely; fraught with every grace of 

pouth, : 

And promiſing the faireſt of the field. 
Thrice happy hours! too happy long to 
„„ „ 1 I 

| Bhort is the reign of Nature's choiceſt blooms, 
From the green ſtem the bluſhing roſe depends, 

Child of a day full fondly we admire 

Its hue, its fragrance : Soon the noontide ray 


| 4 OE 


— 


4 1 


Preys on its life, or withering breezes blaſt 


8 . | * 5 ] 

Its bloom, and blot its beauties from the year. i... 

Ah! hapleſs fate! yet ſuch a fate was thine, = 

Such, Ferguſon ! that nipp'd thy riſing ſhoot . 

; In pride of youth, and reft thee from the love 


The care, the hearts, the wiſhes of thy friends. 


What genius was, and what it would have 
been, | | | 


| The mind may judge. With him are wide 


1 
"2 4 
8 * 


extremes. | 
Ramſay's ſweet lines have won the tongue of 


praiſe, | 
Far as report has fam'd the Scottiſh fongz _ - 
Where hapleſs Ferguſon's poetic lay 5 
Is nameleſs. Not the fault of ſterling wortngl, | 
But chance unkindly. He had merit too. 


Him Phoebus bleſt with weaker powers of a 
an ä 
Vet not unworthy of the Muſe's praiſe. 


a 
Genius he had. His energetic lines 
Like Ramſay 8 3 the heart; 3 vet not 


- alike © | 590 
The pore felt. 2.38 youth was flaſh and, 
fire; 


The ſage, mild, ſoft, e That withforce 

Subdu'd the ſenſe, and made himſelf admir'd ; 

This charm 'd the A and boaſts a dig 
+: 1power-: 42 | 

To pleaſe. The envious hand of ruthleſs fate 

Cropp'd that untimely, circumſcrib'd his fame, 
Which in a goodlier orbit might have ſhone, 

And put a cruel limit to his power. 

This to maturer life felt the warm glow 

Of inſpiration. ' On his aged brow, 

Though gathering wrinkles crept, impartial 
fame 99 | 

Bound laurels on anew. His happy toil 

Has fix'd the zra of the Scottiſh ſong. 


While modern Bards would imitate the lay, 
Though tire and fancy animate their lines, 
B 2 


- — — cated 
- 


n 
4 1 s 


Of undeſigning truth, This too was his. 


E | 
They want the ſweet ſimplicity ofaſtyle, 4 
The harmony, the grace, the native caſe _ 
That Ramſay boaſts of, His the ni of 


joy, 5 ; 


That ſounds the gratitude of gay content. 
His are the ſtrains that guileleſs ſhepherds ſing, 


As in the dale they tend their woolly flock. . 
His now the lay that cheers the vacant mind, 
While youths ſit cluftring round Regs 29 55 
bowl; | 1291 
And his the ſong, that in the mirthful Far, 
Sounds grateful, while the . milk-maid 
hli te 26 1 


Raiſes her artleſs note; or mouſten 5 


Chants merrily to chace his care away. love, 
But ſweeter yet the ſtrain that whiſper'd 
And ta the fair one told an honeſt tale 


. 
La - ” 


4 


Natyre then treads che ſtage, when ade 
vwooũ oss N 
And rural life; the manners oft the Grains, 


In caſy, ſimple, unaffected guiſe; 
Such garb as guiltleſs modeſty has worn, 
And innocence, when with reſiſtleſs charm 
They ftrove to win us from the lap of vice. 
While ſome with zeal pourtray the madd'n- 
ing bands, 1 5 
That heedleſs ruſh on threatening FRO to'win 
The doubtful laurel ; or the civil: broilss 
That rend ſociety ; Ramſay, reclin d 25/181 
Bencath ſome hallow'd ſhade, enraptur d views 
The artleſs beauty of the rural cot, 
With dewy barefoot as ſhe trips along 
The ſummer morn, and treads the daiſy down; 
Or marks the winding of ſome wandring rill, 
Whoſe humble tribute, purling down the dale, 
In diſtant murmur, tinkles as it flows; 
Or eyes the whirling eddies of the ſtream 
In playfyl curls, as they ſalute the ſhore | 
| Diverging ; ; or the flowret's Gaerne bloom, 5 
The verdant green, the hill, the wood, the dale, 
And all the Herading landicape as it  ſimiles. - 


( 16 ) 
| Avaunt corroding care] ſour-looking ſpleen, 
And avarice, and envy. Theſe to minds 
Be doom'd that reliſh not to ſip unſcar d 
The nectar of content. Be mine to prove 
The golden mean that genders ſmiling eaſe, 
While happineſs fits blooming on the brow. 


Be mine the taſk to woo the Scottiſh Muſe, 
To tread where Time indented on the green 
Preſerves the footſteps of Edina's Bard. | 
Te ſwains! the pride of Caledonian fields, | 

That love the Muſe, O hold his memory dear, 
Whether fair morn in orient fragrance mild, 
With dewy fingers cheers the ſmiling lawn, 
And wakes each flowret into life, and joy, 

Or ſober eve, with. ſolemn ſilent ſtep. 
Steals on, and n beauties in- her veil. 


Ye roſy Maids ! * healthieſt, faireſt 5 \ 
In whoſe blithe mien a thouſand cupids play, 
Whoſe every ation, every word i is feet ; Fi 
Sweet in his verſe, your every charm | is ſung, 


| E 1 
Nor feveeter than they are : your pouting lip, 
Your cheek, where undulating crimſon dwells; 
Your eyes inviting love, your dimpl'd chin, 
Your bluſh, your ſmile, and every nameleſs 


| FT ACE. 


Oft as fond recolleQion, of his worth 
Full conſcious, calls the poet to your mind.” 
Huſh not the ſighs of tenderneſs that heave, 
When grave reflection ſtamps a vanity 
On all the ſweets of life, and mourns the fate 
Of Heaven's beſt gifts, the ſhort-liv'd fleeting 
Joy | „ 
That lures the heart torn from our warm gffeem, 
And blotted from the day. Mute is the tongue 
That ſung your charms; and ah! too ſoon 
theſe charms 5 
Like clouds that vaniſh at the bluſh of dawn, 
Steal from the cheek, and laugh our love to 


ſcorn, 


Ramſay ! this tribute of applauſe is thine, 
Yet leſs the honour that the wreath is mine. 
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LAUREL DISPUTED, . 


POEM II. 


Brronx ye a“ ha'e doon, I'd humbly crave, 
To ſpeak twa words or three, amang the lave, 
No for myſel, but for an honeſt Carle, 
Wha' s ſeen right mony changes i' the warl', 
But i is ſae blate, down here he durſtna come, 
Leſt, as he = his fears might ding him 

dumb ; 1 
An' than he's frail —_ beg'd u me to repeat - 
His ſimple thoughts about this fell debate, 


 Hegiedme this lang ſcroll ; it's een right brown; 


I'ſe let you hear't juſt as he has't ſet down. 


Laſt ouk, our Elſpa, wi' ſome creels o' eggs, 
An' three fat eerrocks fas'en'd by the legs, 


| 


( 
Gacd down to Embrugh, caft a new bane 
kame, 85 | 

An' brought a warl' & news and claſhes hame: 
For {he's ſcarce out a day, an' gets a text, 

But I'm dung deaf wi' clatter a the next; 

She'll tell a' what ſhe heard frae en' to en, 

Her cracks to wives, 2w:ves cracks to her again, 

Till wi” quo I's, quo ſhe's, an' ſo's, her ſkirle 

Sets my twa lugs a ringing like a girlle. Cr 


Mlanng ither ferlies whilk my kimmer ſaw, 
Was your prent paper batter't on the wa' ; 
She ſaid ſhe kentna rightly what it meant, 

But ſaw ſome words o' goud ar poets in't 
This gart me glour, ſae aff ſets I my lane 


To Daniel Reid's, an auld frien' o' my my ain, 
He gets the news, arid tauld me that ye'd 


* 
- 
„ 


hecht | | 

A dawd o' goud, on this ſame furſday night, 

To him wha'd ſhow, in clinking verſes dreſt, 

Gin Ramſay's ſangs or Ferguſon's war beſt. 
CG 
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„„ N 

Trouth [ was glad to hear ye war ſae kind, 

As keep our ſlee-tongu'd Billies in your mind; 
An' tho' our Elſpa ca'd me mony a gouk, 


To think to ſpeak amang ſae mony fouk, 


I gat my ſtaff, pat on my bonnet braid, . 

An' beſt blue breeks that war but ferayear 
made; 

A ſaxpence too, to let me in bedeen, 

An' thir auld ſpentacles to help my een; 

Sac I'm come here, in houps ye'll a' agree, 

To hear a frank auld kintra man like me. 


In days whan Dryden ſang ilk bonny morn, 


An' Sandy Pope began to tune his horn, 
Whan chiels round Lon'on chaunted a' fu” 


thrang, 


But poor, cauld Scotlan' fat without a ſang; 


Droll Will Dunbar frae flyting than was freed. 
An' Douglas too, an' Kennedy were dead, 
An' nane were left, in hamely cracks to praiſe 


Our ain ſweet laſſes, or our ain green braes. 


( an} 


Far aff our gentles for their poets flew, 


= An' ſcorn'd to own that lallan: n they 


knew, 
Till Ramſay raiſe. O blythſome, hearty days ! ! 
Whan Allan tun'd his chaunter on the bees! 
Auld Reekie than frae blackeſt, darkeſt wa's 
'To richeſt rooms reſounded his applauſe, 
An' whan the nights were dreary, lang an' 


dark, 
The beaſts a' fothert an' the lads frae wark, 


The laſſes wheels, thrang nn round che 
ingle, 
The pl oughman borin wi' his progs an' lingel, 
The herds wires elicking owr the ha't- 
' wrought hoſe, 
The auld Gudeman's een ha'flins like t to cloſe, 
The Gentle Shepherd frae the bole was ta'en, 
Thbanu ſleep I trow was baniſh'd frae their een, 
Ihe cankrieſt than was kittled up to daffin, 
An' ſides and chafts maiſt riven war wi 
laughin. 
C2 


(28 1) 

Sic war the joys his cracks cou'd eith afford, 
To Peer an' Ploughman, Barrowman or Lord, 
In ilka clauchan wife, man, wean an' callan, 


Cracket an' ſang frae morn to e'ęen o' Allan. 
£ HON Ng Ira 


Learn'd fouk that lang in colleges an' ſchools 
Hae ſooket learning to the vera hools, 
An' think that naething charms the heart ſae 
_ weel's Sg 
Lang cracks o Gods, Greeks, Paradiſe and {| 
Deils, TIN 
Their pows are cram't ſae fu' of lear an' art, 
Plain, ſimple nature canna reach their heart; 
But whare's the ruſtic, that can, readin', ſee 
Sweet Peggy ſkiffin ow'r the dewy lee, 
Or wiſhfu* ſtealing up the the ſunny howe 
To gaze on Pate, laid ſleeping on the knowe z © 
Or hear how Bauldy ventur'd to the deil, 
How thrawn auld Carlines ſkelpit him afiel'; 


How Jude wi's hawk met Satan i' the moſs ; 
How Skin-flint grain't his pocks o goud to loſs; 


1 
How bloody ſnouts an- bloody beards war 


gi'en 
To ſmiths and clowns at Chriff's l on the I 


green; | 
How twa daft Herds wi' little ſenſe or havings, 
Din'd by the road—on honeſt Hawkie's leav- 

ne. „ 
How Hab maiſt brak the PARTIR wh a 
rung; 
How deathleſs Addie died, an how he ſung ; 
Whae'er can thae (o' mae I needna ſpeak) 


Read tenty ow'r at his ain ingle cheek, 

An' no fin', /emething glowan thro' his blood, 
That gars his een glowr thro' a filler flood, 
May cloſe the beuk, poos coof | and lift his 
| ſpoon ; 

His heart's as hard's the tackets i in his ſhoon. 


Lang ſaxty year hae whiten't ow'r this 
powe, Lbs 

An' mony a height I've rang an mony a 

howe; * | 


(0) 

But aye whan Elſpa flate, or things gaed 
wrang, | 

Next to my pipe was Allie 8 ſleekit ſang; 

I thought him blyther ilka time I read, 

An' mony a time, wi' unco glee I've ſaid, 

That ne'er in Scotland wad a chiel appear, 

Sae droll, ſae hearty, ſae confoundet queer, 

Sae glibly gabbet or ſae bauld again, 8 

I ſaid, 1 ſwor't but deed 1 was miſtaen, 

Up frae auld Reekie Ferguſon begoud, 

In fell auld phraze that pleaſes aye the crowd, | 

To chear their hearts whiles wi' an antrin ſang, 

Whilk, far an' near, round a' the kintry rang. 


At firſt I thought the ſwankie didna ill— 
Again I glowtt to hear him better till, 
Bauld, flee and ſweet, his lines mair glorious” 

e, | 
Glow'd round the heart, and glanc'd the aul 
out thro'; ; 
But whan I ſaw the freaks o' Halbes: nb, | 
Brought a' to view as plain as I'd been there, 


( 25 ) 
An' heard, wi teeth maiſt chatterin 1 my 
head, |; 

Twa kirk-yard Hin raiſ d 80 frae the ä 

dead, | 
Daiz'd Sandy tan for his thrifileſs wife, 
How camſcheuch Samy ſud been fed in Fife, 
Poor Will an' Geordy mourning for their 


frien', 
The Farmers ingle, an' the cracks at een, 
My heart cry'd out, while tears war drappan 
| -faſt, ; 
O Ramſay, Ramſay, art thou beat at laſt ! 


Ae night the lift was ſkinklan a' wi' ſtarns, Wt 
I croſs'd the burn, an' dauner't thro” the cairns, if 
Down to auld Andrew Ralſton's o- Craig-neuk, 
To hear his thoughts, as he had ſeen the beuk, 
| (Andrew s a gay droll haun,—ye'll ablins ken 


2 — . 
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him 
It makſna, I had hecht ſome ſangs to len' 7 
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Aweel, quo' I, as ſoon's I reek't the hallan, 
What think ye now o' our bit Embrugh cal- 
s lan ? 3 N {| 
& Saf's man,” quo* Andrew, yon 's an un- 


co chiel! 


He ſurely has ſome dealings wi' the deil! 
There's no? a turn that ony o' us can work at, 
At hame or yet a' fiel, at kirk or market, 
But he deſcrib'ſt, as paukily an' fell, 
As gin he'd been a kintra man himſel'. 
Yeſtreen, I'm ſure, beſide our auld gudewife, 
I never leugh as meikle a' my life, | | 
To read the king's-birth-day's fell hurry burry, 
How draigl't Puſſey flies about like fury; 
Faith, I ken that's a fact. The laſt birth-day, 
As I ſtood glouring up an' down the way, 
A dead cat's guts, before I cou'd ſuſpect, 
Harl't thro' dirt, cam claſh about. my neck, 
An' while wi' baith my nieves frae bout I tok 
it, 


Wi' * ſtink, I chough I wad a bocket. 


„ 

IIIs ſtories too are tell't ſae ſleek an' baul'; 
lx oily word rins jinking thro” the ſaul. 
What he deſcribes, before your cen ye ſec't, 
As plain an' lively as ye ſee that peat. 

It's my opinion, John, that this young fal- 
5 low, 8 

Excells them a', an' beats auld Allan hallow, 
An' ſhews, at twenty-twa, as great a giftie 
For painting juſt, as Allan did at fifty.“ 


You, Mr. Preſident, ken weel yerſel, 

Better by far than kintra-fouks can tell, 

That they wha reach the gleg auld farrant art, 

In verſe to melt, an' ſoothe, an' mend the 
heart; 3 15 1 

To raiſe up joy, or rage, or courage keen, 

And gar ilk paſſion ſparkle in our een, 

Sic chiels, (whare'er they hae their ha' or 
hame), nl 

Are true-blue bards, and wordy o' the name. 

Sud ane o' thae, by lang experience, man 

| To ſpin out tales frae mony a pawky plan, 
5 


* * 
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An' ſet's a laughing at his blauds o' rhyme, 
Wi' ſangs, aft poliſh'd by the haun o' time; 
And ſhould ſome Aripling. til mair wo o 
heart, | 


% 


A livelier humour to his cracks impart : 


Wi' careleſs pencil draw—yet gar us ſtare 
To ſee our ain fire- ſides and meadows there; 


To ſee our thoughts, our hearts, our follies 


drawn, 
And nature's ſel' freſh ſtarting frae his haun; 
Wad mony words, or ſpeeches lang, be needed, 
To tell wiaſe rhymes war beſt—wha cleareſt 
headed A 


Sits hore within the four wa's o' this houſe, 
Ae chiel o taſte, droll reprobate or doule, 
Whaſe bleſſed lugs hae heard young Rob 

| himſel, 
(Light as the lamb that dances on the al) | 
Lay aff his auld Scots crack wi' pawky glee, 
And ſeen the fire that darted frac his ee? 


6 

O let him ſpeak ! O let him try t' THRIVE, 
The joys that than Las d AE on lis 
heart, 
Whan ilka line, and ilka lang-/yne aer 
Set faes, an' frien's, aud Pantheons in a roar! 
Did e'er auld Scotland fin', a nobler pride 
Through a' her veins, and glowan boſom glide, 
Than when her muſe's dear young fav'tite 

bard, | 
Wi' her hale ſtrength o' wit, and fancy fir'd, 
| Raiſe frae the thrang, and kin'ling at the a 
Spread mirth, conviction, truth and rapture 


round? 


To ſet Rob's youth and inexperience by, 
His lines are ſweeter and his flights mair high. 
Allan, I own, may ſhow far mair o' art; 
Rob pours at once his raptures on the heart. 
The ie by labour mans our breaſt to move; 
The /a/t exalts to extaſy aud love. 

In Allan's verſe ſage ſleeneſ we admire; 
In Rob's, the glow of fancy, and of fire, 
D 2 


| "'E-: 36 1 
And genius bauld, that 1 but deep dif 
e 
And baſe neglect, and want, could e'er er ſuppreſs. 
O hard, hard fate! but ceaſe, thou friendly 
tear, : 
1 darna mourn my dear lo'ed Bardia here, | 
Elſe I might tell, how his great ſoul had ſoar'd, 
And nameleſs ages wonder'd, and ador'd, 
Had friends been kind, and had not his young 
breath, IT» wW 
And riſing Slax, been er d by death. 


But leſt owre 145 I lengthen out my 
crack, | 


An' Epps be wearying for my coming back, 

Let ane an' a here, vote as they incline, 

Frae heart and faul Rob Ferguſon has mine, 
A, Wirsox. 


55 


At the ſolicitation of a number of reſpetable cha- "3 b 
rafters, the Authors have inſerted the two fol- : 1 
lowing little pieces, which, it is boped, will = 


at leaſt have the merit of variety, — _. 
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A sono. 
A LONG time ago, 
When Bacchus was a firippling, 
Before the jolly god of drink 
Had learnt the way of tippling ; 

Jove gave his gueſts ſome mellow wine, 
2 Alb Ganymede was warming re, 
The Goddeſſes grew roaring drunk, 

And fwore there was no harm in i it, 


: 


( 32.) 
Chor vs. 
Tur the celeſtials, 
On guzzling voracious, 
The deities no ſhackles wore ; 
In unity ſolacious, 
The glegſome nights ran dancing by, 
In pleaſures multifarious ; 
The god: forgot to go to bed, 
Their drink was ſo neftarcous, 


Jove's golden 8 quickly gow 
An arſenal tavernian ; 

And many a pipe of wine e had he, 
Both maſſic and Phalernian. 

Juno ſoil'd her wedding gown, 

| And took a mighty huff of it, 

While Bacchus puk'd i in Venus' lap, 

And ſwore he had enough of it. 

Thus the celeſtials, &c. 


Venus call'd young Bacchus fot, _ 

And ſwore his tongue was ſtammering : 
Alas! reply'd the god of ſmiths, 

I'm quite unfit for hammering ! 


TE 


(a 
Comus fat with laughing phiz, 
And paſs'd his jokes ſo clever off 5 
While Mercury behind their backs 
Was ſtealing Cupid's quiver off. 
Thus the celeſtials, &c. 


The merry gods grown mortal drunk, 
From cloud to cloud were tumbling, 
And, diving headlong thro' the ſmoke, 
Set all their wit a jumbling : 3-3 
Great Folus forgot the ſtorms 
That bellow'd thro' the undervault; 
The Graces ran away for ſhame, 
And crept behind a thunderbolt, 
| Thus the cele/tials, &c. 


Go, Ganymede, Minerva cry'd, 
And bring a glaſs of Lethe up; 
For ſooth my father's face is turn'd 
As ſooty as an Ethiop. 
Come drink, ye gods, and all forget, | 
The wine will be your ruin here: 


* 


( 34 ) 
Pm ſure the Mortals on the OT 
May wonder what we're doing here. 
Thus the celeſtials, &c. 


Another bumper, Bacchus cry'd, 
"The liquor's ſcarce in ſeaſon yet; 
Odzooks you wou'd not have us riſe | 
Before we get our weaſons wet. 
Venus flipt away by ſtealth ; 55 
And Vulcan he was miſſing her; 5 
The jade was ſnug behind a cloud, 
Where Mars was lily kiſſing her. 
| Thus the celgſtialt, &c. 


Come riſe up, Bacchus, Jove did cry, 
Your friends muſt break the quorum up; - 
There's ſome of em who ſleep ſo ſound, 
That Boreas ſcarce could roar em up. 
Henceforth I dubb thee god of wine, 
Vet do not often ſwill of it, 
Unleſs at ſuch a time as this ; 
Then take 122 hearty will of it. 


C 363 
Chokus. 

Thus the celeſtialt, 

On guz3ling voracious, 

The deities no ſhackles wore ; 

bn unity ſolacious, 

The gleeſome nights ran dancing by | 

In pleaſures multifarious - 
The gods forgot to go to bed, 


Their drink was ſo nectareous. 


E. P. 
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Adareſſed to a Young Lach. 


. 
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Is it in man the ſore diſtreſs to ha 8 
When hope itſelf is blacken's to e | 


YouNnc. 


—— —— 
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Tov deareſt object of my ſoul on earth, 
Thou kind, young ſharer of my Joys and 
woe, 
F orgive, while here I pour my ſorrows forth, 
Eier life's laſt current from i its fountain flow, 


The hour arrives with heaven'sſupreme beheſt; 
Advancing death in awful pomp I ſee; 
Diſeaſe low writhes within my troubled breaſt ; 
And 3 are all the joys of life with me. 


. 37 ) | 
Farcwell ye pleaſing ſcenes of fond deli ght. 
Farewell ye hopes that Promis 'd' once ſo 
well; _ MI. | 
Ye charms that ſhot oh my eanspard 
ſight; 
Ye days of peace, ye * of j joy farewell. 


No more with thee the drou”* y town I'll leave, 
To tread the dews, and breathe the ſweets 

of morn, | 
Nor fondly wiſh the dear return of _ T 
To meet thee r near the —_— thorn, 


The eyes that gaz 'd 180 on thy 4 
The heart that wont at ſight of bee to leap, 
A few ſad hours will finiſh its alarms, 
And ſeal their orbs in e yy 
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When this weak pulle hath number'd out its 
date, | 
When all my hopes and al my A fears are O er, 


7 


t % 
When each young friend ſhall een tel my 


fate, 
And death's black train Rail mournful at 
my door: 1 10 
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Then oh! Lavinia, while thaw Joſt PRONE, 

"The pale, chang” d features, once to thee well 
known, 

The limbs that flew thy dictates to obey, 

The arms that oft enclaſp'd thee As their 
own; 

Check not the tear that trembles in thine eye, 

Nor ſtop the ſigh chat | Rruggles from wy 
heart; | 

Theſe are the rites for which I'd rather die, 

Than all the png of marble and 1 art. 


e 
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| Lavinia, oh ! thou dear, thou precious name ! 

That opes eachiwound, and tears my tremb- 
ling heart, | 

Wilt thou vouchſafe one poor ol I . 

To breathe one wiſh one prayer e er we 
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O round thy head may heaven its bleſſing 

May angels waft each comfort to thy | 

Pure be thy peace—thy tears, thy troubles few ; 
Thou kindeſt maid, thou deareſt friend fare- 
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